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Tho Artist's Secret.

The artist's work was done, tho sweet, proud
face.

Tlie que nly head, the form of lissome irrace
Tho tender ejes seemed almost life-lik-

whllo
Tho Hi were curved, as If about to smile.
He laid his brushes and his pallette by." Tls perfect now." he said. "1 will not try
To alter e'en a shadow or color there.
Tis Lady Una's own eweet self, divinely fair.

"She will come hero for the last time
To view tho finished work, perhaps will pay
A trlbuto to my skill, and then will ro
W 1th careless farewell word away and never

know
That 1 have dared to love her, though as far
Ileneath ber as the moth beneath the star.
But 1 will hide mj secret, no slfrn shall tell
The apony It cots my heart to say farewell,"

A soft sigh told him ho was not alone.
A warm, white hand was laid upon his own.
Turning ho found Lady Una at his side:
She had learned tho secret he bad sworn to

hide.
Close to his face sho bent her queenly head.
Like stars ber dark eyes glistened as she said:
"Say not farewell, for that would break my

heart:
I lovo you Kenneth! must we ever part?"

"LKAD OS NOT INTO
TATION."

TEMP

"Why, you miserable young beg-
gar!" roared old Branthwaite, "do you
think I mean to throw away niv daugh-
ter on a fellow who couldn't make
enough in a j car to keep her in shoes?
My daughter! who has a hundred
thousand stitched to her skirt! Love
her! Who would not, with fifty thous
and in mo Dans:, and tlireo hundred
acres of such land as that? Guess you
ain't the first one that has found out
that you could keep warm at my fire-
side; so you needn't take such airs
over tho discovery!"

Paul, who had never looked into
Judith's bluo eyes from this point of
view, took his hat, bowed, and walked
away in silence

The old elms sighed, because they
bad heard and seen whisperings and
glances on tin old piazza of which Ja-
cob Hranthv,.uto had never dreamed,
and Judith, v. bo had heard every word
through a half-ope- n door, dropped
three stitches to every two she knit
that evening, and had to pull it all out
tho next morning.

There came early the next day the
elms only knew how a note from
Paul, burning, feverish, passionate.

Judith read it with an instant's
flush, then hesitated, and sent an icy
line back.

She could never marry against her
father's will.

That night the Strathmoro's had a
mern -- mating. Both went Paul, an-
gry and reckless; Judith, under her as-
sumed coldness, with throbbing and
expectant heart.

Already she had half repented of her
rigid answer. Sho might have softened
the manner, jf not the matter, of it.
She was sick with impatience to speak
with him.

She declined all invitations to dance,
and waited eagerly till the merry mu-
sic should ring out for the opportunity-S-

he
knew that he was sullen, for he

had not even spoken to her; but he had
some cause, and it was not bold m her
to seek him out, since sho promised
one day to marry him aye, and
would; and her heart beat high and
fast.

As she thought, tho cornet sounded
the call to the floor.

Paul rose quickly and led out Bessie
Strathmore.

Judith drew her breath hard for an
instant, and then turned, with a gay
laugh, to one of the young men near
her:

"Mr. Conway, have you forgotten
you were to dance with me?"

Faul heard the laugh, but not the
wonls, and looked searchingly into
her face as she came and stood opposite
him.

She smiled haughtily, and when he
took her hand, suffered it to lie cold
and lifeless in his grasp.

Farquhar Conway was hardly the
most brilliant of partners; but if he had
been a block, Judith, in her present
mood, would have hung out the flag of
nutation.

She blushed, sho listened admiringly,
she taught the clumsy lout how to hold
her fan and handkerchief, all the time
hating herself for her meanness, and
yet exulting in the consciousness that
Paul's fierce eyes were burning into
her face.

To the most miserable dance succeed-
ed a more miserable evening. Paul,
raging at heart, and anxious not to bo
outdone in folly, drew all eyes upon
himself and Bessie Strathmore. Judith
was frantically gay, and stopped at
nothing.

One moment in all that wretched
time they were alone. Perhaps pity-
ing angels drew them there. Judith's
heart beat fast, and she trembled from
head to foot. Paul's dark face softened
a little, for he could not be near her
without something of tho old tender-
ness.

Have yoi 'iceh kind he
asked under uis breath.

"Have you? I half believe my fath-
er was right, after all," returned she,
with true girlish inconsistency, anx-
ious to hide the joy she felt even to be
reproacnea.

lie dropped her hand as if it had been
a viper.

"May I ask you what you mean.
Miss Branthwaite?" His tone and
action aroused Judith's pride in an in-
stant.

"You are easily consoled, sir; that
is all. After all, Bessie Strathmore
has almost as many acres as J."

A dark flush leaped up in Paul's face
and ho staggered back as if from a
sudden blow.

When he did speak it was in a voice
that she had never heard before.

"Judith, this strikes at my honor. If
you believe your words, we are strang-
ers from this night."

Judith did not believe them. Noth-
ing but Heaven's testimony could have
shaken her faith in Paul's truth, but
she revolted at the thought of conces-
sion. '

He was wrong. It was for him to
sue for forgiveness, since he had com
menced this wretched misunderstand-
ing. She felt that he was seriously.
terribly in earnest; that, perhaps, her
next w orus wouiu snape ana color bom
his destiny and hers; and, in the very
face of conviction, answered, with a
flippant falsehood:

"I never say what I don't think,
sir."

A spasm contracted Paul's face for
an instant; but he answered only by a
low bow and left her.

The next morning, as she sat under
the elms, wondering how soon he wonld
come, and what he would say, some-on- o

passing told her they had just seen
Paul taking the train for tho city.

An hour after came a package for her
a book he had promised, on the fly-

leaf of which was written:
"An eternal farewell!"

a
Time passed on, and old Branthwaite

died. Then Judith began to look and
wait for something. It could not have
been Paul; for, though she heard of
him often, prospering and famous, in
tho great city, 'she had never seen him
or received any token that he remem-
bered her existence.
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Still Sho waited, lucre never cnuio
a knock or a quick step up the walk,
but it brought a flush to her cheek.
She never rieered in the little

without an unacknowledged hope
warm at heart.

She was fond of meeting I'arquhar
Conway; and all tho tillage thought
that the clumsy, g fellovv
was to bo tho lucky winner of the gill's
heart and fortune.

But it was only because ho now and
then got a letter from Paul, ami, find-

ing that it pleased her, brought them
toTier to read.

At last came a letter, not from Paul,
but from her little d cousin
Elsie, written in the first llu-.- li of a
bride's happiness.

"She was Judith's neighbor now,
living only twenty miles away, in tho
dearest old house, where Judith must
come and spend a month with her.
She would tell her nothing about her
husband. Sho had told him nothing

bout her, because sho intended them
to surprise ono another. They would
bo great friends sho was sure."

Judith was tired of her own anxious
thoughts. There was something con-
tagious, too, in Elsie's gaiety and hope,
and so she went.

It was sunsot when she reached the
place. A fine house, just old enough
to avoid that painful look of newness
common to modern country houses.
and standing in full view of tho river,
to which sloped banks, shaded by ma- -
pics, eims, ana willows.

. "They wcro all out in the grounds,"
the servant told Judith.

And, hearing merry singing, she
stole around the corner of the house,
to surprise them. Elsie, looking up
(Died her, and gave a gleeful shout.
Her husband, who was sitting on a
bank, started to his feet, and faced Ju-
dith.

It was Paul. The shock was too aw-
ful; and Judith, who had never known
a day's illness, and scoffed at tho men-
tion of nerves, fell senseless at his feet.

If she had died then and there, bless-
ed and happy had it been for her! But
the efforts of tho unsuspicious Elsie
soon brought her back to life, while a
warning look from Paul checked the
words that were on her lips.

Heat and fatigue were hinted at; her
joyous cousin was too much occupied
with her own happiness to think long
about the matter, and Judith did her
best to shine in tho virtuous In nocrisv
and moral suicide line, which women
are so fond of.

Paul only was silent
Sitting apart in tho shadow, his wife

thought him uninterested and sleepy.
Judith knew hisejes were fixed on

her that he was watching every move,
and noticing every inflection of voice.
Though he was almost as motionless
as if he had ceased to breathe, sho felt
that ho was questioning her, fiercely,
eagerly, and that, spite of herself, sho
was answering him.

Sho blushed, and shrank away in the
Tory silence and solitude of her ow n
room, when sho thought of what his
eyes had said to her.

hen she looked into her own heart
she cried out, and struck her hands
together, and seizing what she had al-

ready taken from her trunk, began to
ttirust it back again in desperate haste.

Someone touched her, and spring-
ing up she met the eyes that had haunt-
ed her.

"Paul!"
"Well, Judith." and oh. what

depths of tenderness in his voice
"you aro not afraid of me?"

"No, not afraid."
"Why are you going, then? For

you are going; I know what these prep-
arations mean."

"Because I am not stone nor steel.
I should so mad."

"Then you did lovo me?"
"If it will give you any pleasure to

know, yes."
The light that had terrified her bc-fo-ro

leaped up in Paul's ejes.
"My darling, you need not shrink

from me. You have nothing to fear.
Only stay. Judith, if vou lovo Elsie.
stay. It has been so long since I have
been near you. looked into your eves,
heard you speak. Deprive me not of
it too suddenly. Let me contemplato
and grow familiar with mv sorrow, or
I shall die in my despair.'1

"Oh, Paul!" she burst forth, "why
did you stay away all this weary time,
and why did you let me come here?"

"Why did jou answer me as jou did,
the last night we were together, Ju-
dith? As for your coming, I knew
nothing of it I never dreamed that
Elsie's Judith was my Judith."
. "Poor Elsie!"

"You pity her? Stay, then. If you

fj now sne win learn all. stay, and
promise not to offend by w ord or

look."
So Judith stayed from pity for

Elsie, said her deceived heart. Cruel
mercy, that held tho poison to her own
lips day by day.

At first the guileless Elsie saw noth-
ing of the tiny cloud arising, that w as
one day to darken her w hole horizon.

She fancied that, somehow, Paul and
Judith didn't agree, and, anxious that
they should know and appreciate one
Buuiua, was uuuuuuiuij leaving mem
alone together, fancying that her pres-
ence was a restraint

By ono of those convenient sophis-
tries which poor humanity calls in
when right and reason have deserted
it, Paul argued that because his wife
was puro anu trusting, mere was a
destiny managing his affairs over which
he had no control.

Presently he ceased to argue at all.
He took matters out of destiny's hands
and refused to listen to conscience.

It was all the worse that ho dared
not speak out the thoughts of his heart.
He was all the more eager to be by
her his eyes more constantly sought
her face. Sho seemed to move in an
atmosphere of his waiting and watch-
fulness.

Again Judith wished to go. Again
she stayed for Elsio's sake.

At length, what experience had not
shown the poor young bride, instinct
did. Sho felt first that there was re
straint and unhappiness. She saw that
she was repeatedly forgotten. There
were walks and conversations in which
she had no share; allusions that she
could not understand; looks that made
her angry and frightened even to think
of.

Once the horses ran away, and she
and Judith were thrown out. Judith
was oniy sngntiy scratclied; jet oil
coming out of "her death-lik- e swoon,
she saw her husband kneeling by her
cousin's side, and forgetful of her very
existence.

People, talked and shook their heads.
The servants vowed loudly that it was
a shame; and, at last, even Elsie's gen-
tle spirit rose.

Sho had been waiting supper for her
husband and Judith, who had gone out
to hunt violets, and it was two hours
past the usual time when she saw them
coming slowly across the fields.

Judith, coming in alone, remarked
her looks with suqirise, and stooped
to kiss her. But Elsie drew back.

"No, Cousin Judith, don't! I can't
say 'Our Father' any more, because I
think of you always; and I sometimes
feel as if you were so cruel that I can't

lgEGLOBE BEPUBIIO,'"..SVmA
.

MOBSTDTQ. MAPniro.H gg
.if

iorgive you. rum is i i at, swa-
in, and you want to take him from me.
I wish 1 had died before I had learnod
to believo it."

"No, Elsie," returned her cousin
gently; "there vou wrong me. I have
not been blameless; but I have not been
as heartless and wicked "as you think.
Dear Elsie, long ago I was to have been
Paul's wife. When I came here, and
found who jour husband was, I
was going away. Now I will go, dear,
and your happiness will coino back to
you. You are fairer and sweeter and
better than I, and Paul will lovo you
better than he has ever dono me. Only
don't tell him that I am going, Elsie."

'Sho w as too delicate to say why, but
Elsie understood.

So, in tears and silence, all was mado
ready, and, when Paul was absent,
Judith hurriedly kissed tho pale Elsio
and drove away.

Amidst all the bitterness of
sho found one ray of comfort tho

souse of freedom from bondage. Her
last weeks had been weeks of terror.
She had seen the fate fast approaching,
and, magnetized by Paul's strong will
had been powerless to escape.

As she said this to herself, she me-
chanically drow away her dress from
the vacant seat where a gentleman had
placed himself beside her. He bent
forward and looked in her face. It
was Paul.

"1011 seo you can't escape me. Ju
dith," he said, under his breath; "you
might have known that I would have
followed you to tho Antipodes. Further
disguise is useless. Fate has united us
again, aud Fate itself shall not sepa-
rate us."

Three days after Elsie's poor loving
heart was crushed into a lifelong sor-
row.

A most hurried letter from Paul said
to her w hat he had said to Judith, and
built up a great chasm between her and
them forever.

Let us not condemn them, but pray,
rather: "Lead us not into temptation."

One) or Got. dirt In' 8 Boys.

Gov. Curtin, who is quite a conspic-
uous figure at Washington, both in con-
gress and in social circles, writes a cor-
respondent, created a sensation at the
theater one evening. He had been anx-
ious to see Henry In ing, and told Mrs.
Curtin and their daughter, Mrs. Wilson,
to go, and he would meet them there.
"They need not enirairc a seat for him
No, no; he would get a seat and be all
right," he said as they parted. Tho
house stated in session on the river and
harbor bifl until it was quito late, and
by the time the governor reached the
theater there w as standing room only,
and very little of that. Ho wedged
himself In along one of the aisles and
happened in front of somo men who
wore perched upon a window-sil- l. One
of them touched him upon the shoulder
aud told him to stand aside. Just then
a big, double-fiste- d fellow, who was
standing close by, pointed his index
finger up at the three window-si- ll orna-
ments w ith the finn inquiry, "Do jou
know who you're shov in'? That's ex-G- o

v. Curtin, our old war governor."
Then getting louder: "'m ono of tho
boj s; I sen ed under you, governor; no-
body shall shove jou arouud where I
am; jrit down off "that window-sill.-" he
shouted; 'git down quick," and as thev
slid from their roost he jelled, "shill "I

knock them down, governor; shill I
knock them down?" and the fellow
fairly danced with excitement. Bj-- this
time the door-keeper- s' had reached the
parties, when Curtin's protector shout-
ed: "Git the old governor a seat;" and
pulling out a roll of bills, "git him a
e.it," ho continued in a voice that

silenced the actors on the stage. "Git
him a seat; here's the money for it."
There w as one prh ate box not j-- oc-

cupied, and the managers were glad to
rush Curtin into it to end the scene that
w as not on the bills. "Ono of the
boys," as he called himself, then took
his station in tho middle aisle, and for
the rest of the evening gazed intently
iuto tho private box at the old war gov-
ernor, who, during the melee, was un-
able to avoid the attention he was

It created more amusement
and applause than any scene in the plaj-- .

A Trade tn Curlews' Wings.

The cowboj's here, writes a Midland,
Tex., correspondent, in the good weath-
er are doing a littio business on their
own account bj-- killing wolves with
strychnine for their hides. The hides
they send to Chicago, getting a fair re-
turn for them. A New Yorlc woman,
who came out here to keep a hotel, with
her husband, has started up an interest
in curlews' wings, which aro fashion
able adornments for ladies hats, and
the cowbojs are killing curlews now bj-th-e

score: The curlew is abundant on
the staked plains, and their wings,
which are brow nish green, with splashes
of dark brown ami darker green, are
verj good backgrounds in millinery for
a few more brilliant feathers. The cur-
lew nest in the prairies by scraping up
some dry grass under a tuft of gramma
grass. They drop four eggs iuto the
uet, and it "is as rare as to discover a
four-lea-f clover to find a nest where the
four small ends of the eggs are not to-
gether. The curlews' wiugs bring 10
cents a pair here.

Killed by a Queer Projectile.

On Monday afternoon, while Mr. John
Wendell, of Helltown, was at the mills,
his wife was in the parlor at work on
the sewing machine, while her child
Willie was seated near the window, di-
rectly- iu front of her, looking at oue of
the largo children's picture books. Mrs.
Wendell was sewing busilj-o- n the ma-
chine, a large aud heavy one, w hen sud-
denly the needle snapjed. Sho re-

placed the broken needle and had
again taken her seat when sho noticed
her child's head leaning upon the book.
Going over to him she was horrified to
observe a tiny stream of blood trickling
dow n from his bright golden hair. Li
tl-- j Willie was dead. The fatal needle,
breaking, had been hurled through the
air aud had pierced the child's brain.
The parents aro almost heartbroken,
and many an eve in Helltown has shed
a sileut aud unaccustomed tear iu mem-
ory of their lost darling. Cu'co (CVif.)
.aromcie.

An Essay on Cider.
The apple is the kiur of all fruits. A

lIioIlu apple of high quality, when ex-
actly properly- - ripened, has'no superior
among tho things that grow on trees,
and what the kitchen has done for civ-
ilization baking does for the apple. It
is refined in the oven and brought out
still higher than the richest of its un-
cooked fellows. But, while the raw ap-
ple is fine and the cooked apple is finer,
there i a feeling that both are inferior
to eider itself. They are hampered by
itie meat of me fruit the limitation of
J"- flesh but the cider is the very

of it, and iu time develops tho
--uire spirit. St. Paul Herald.

Infants born on unluekj-- days among
certain tribes of Madagascar have
pieces of cloth tied over their mouths
and aro then buried alive.

A Japanese Girl's Toilet.
When a Japanese girl gets up in the

morning, sho washes her face, but does
not have to dress her hair. That is at-
tended to but once a week. Tho hair-
dresser comes to the house and arranges
her jet-bla- locks iu the fashion for
little girls of her age. So she has no
trouble about her hair, aud after her
bath the servant assists her to powder
her neck with a small white brush. Sho
puts a little red paint on her lower lip,
and a little gilding in the middle. When
she removes her sleeping-dres- s, sho has
on only a short skirt, which Is simply a
square pieco of cloth, crape, or silk, tied
around tho waist. No other under-
clothing is worn.

In making her toilet for tho day, sho
first puts on a garment made usually of
somo coarse material, --not very long,
and reaching only to tho waist, but with
long sleeves. On the neck of this gar-
ment is sewed a deep fold of scarlet or
somo bright-colore- d crapo or silk. A
long, straight skirt of bluo orred crape,
silk, or wool is tied around tho waist
and over all three of theso garments is
worn tho kimono, or dress. This is of
some dark color, and mado of coarse
spun silk or thick crape. For festivals
and holidajs the dresses aro of very fine
material and very handsome. The
outer dress is siniplj- - a wrapper reach-
ing to the feet, with very long and wide
sleeves hanging nearly to tho ground,
and used as pockets. On each shoul
der, a deep tuck is made which extends
to the waist, thus making a little full-
ness for the skirt. But the dress has no
gathers, and is straight all tho way
down. Tho neck is adorned with a
wido pieco of black velvet or satin,
which reaches nearly to tho waist, and
the dress is crossed over the bosom and
confined by a girdle. Over this is worn
a very wide sash, a piece of brocaded
silk or satin, stiff with embroidery in
gold or silver, lined with soft silk, and
fastened behind in a very largo bow.
When these aro all one, but barefooted.
or if in cool weather, in white mitten-sock- s,

mado to reach only to tho ankle,
and with a place in which to put the
great toe (just as mittens have a place
for the thumb), she goes out to say
"Ohaio." or to herfather
and mother. J. C. Griffis, in St. Nich-
olas for March.

Profits of Literature.

Some idea of the profits of literature
may be rained from tho fiit thnr nn
author generally receives from the pub--
uuer dui iu per cent on tno retail price
of tho copies of the work actually sold.
As most books do not sell moro than
1,000 copies, the author gets, provided
the book costs 2, $200; or 150, if it
costs $1.50. A succes-f- ul novel may
sell 10,000, even 20,000 copies or more,
and such a novelist has a chance of
something like a recompense for his la-
bor. But a successful novelist is one
author in two hundred, perhaps five
hundred. And even he, or she, gets far
less than is commoulj- - supposed. Mrs.
Stowo received, it is said, ow ing to var-
ious untoward circumstances, only some

10,000 or 12.000 from "Unclo Tom's
Cabin," which has, probably--, had a
larger sale than any work ever pub--
usiieu. inc Aoroau "earn-
ed for Mark Twain oulj-- about 20,000,
although ho has been credited with
thrice that sum. So popular a series of
books as "American Men of Letters"
and "American Statesmen" will not
have an average sale of more than
3,000 to 3,500 copies. At 1.25 per
copj- - the authors would not get more
than 375 or 437, and vet five or six
months must be required to do one of
the vo'unics properly. This is a much
smaller compensation than the most or-
dinary- clerk or salesman would receive.
Indeed, it is not equal to the wages of
a common mechanic. Consequentlj-- ,
only those who are in independent cir-
cumstances, or who support themselves
bj- - other means, can afford the luxury
of literature. Authorship ought to
bring a good deal of honor, since the
emolument is so starvingly slender.
--Veto York Post.
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The Boiling Lake of Dominica.

A glance into the infernal caldron
that lies beforo us informs us that we
are standing hero at the mouth of a still
activo volcano. Tho basin of the lake
lies in the midst of a deep, steeply de-
scending cup, tho crater, to which two
streams como from tho north. One of
tho streams brings cold chaljbeate
water, and runs by tho basin to unito
with its warm effluent; the other, bring-
ing warm water, empties into the bo3-in- s

lake. On the south of the crater
gaps an opening in the wall which con-
stitutes the outlet of the lake. It is of
quite recent origin, for it dates only
from the great catastrophe of 1880, in
vvnicn me vailey-lore- st was destroyed.
Previous to this timo the area ot the
lake was about three times as great as
it is now, when its diameter is only
about fortv-fiv- e paces. In the center of
the basin is a geyser issuing from a
mound of black mud, which, when we
observed it, spouted to a height of somo
fifteen or twenty feet. Other observers
have given it a height of from sixty to a
hundred feet. In the interior of the
mud-hea- p of tho geyser we remarked,
whenever the wind blew the steam
awaj--

, a kind of tufaceous structure, of
which wo were not able to learn g

more exactly. Great masses of
sulphurous gas escape over tho whole
surface of the basin from tho black,
muddy fluid, and keep up a loud roar-
ing and humming, which only height-
ens the dismal aspect of the wEole
place. Dr. IV. Johow, in Fopular Sci-
ence Monthly for March.

1 Mahdi as a Bouncer.

In view of the fact that all of General
Wolselcj-'- s advanced commands aro on
the run back to Korti, tho following
from the ready rhymster of tho Minne-
apolis Tribune, published some time
ago, would seem to have been evolved
in the spirit of prophecy as well as of
poetry:
Ves. I am tho boss of tho sandy Soudan,
And I hanllv think a moro competent man
Could be found between Tennessee and Japan

To bounco the bold llrltlsh invader.

I'm a twclve-flngere- d, d son of a
I'm a prophet from way-bac- k a child of thesun.
I'm a dandy, a lal-la- a darlin', a hun.I'm a red handed ripper and raider.
My followers number two millions or more,
And ev ery man of 'em equal to four.The 're not much for style but they're dan-

dies for gore
They're bad men from Keshir-el-Wadi-

El Dordon I've captured, I'm happy to state;
LI Stewart has met his well merited fate:I'll butcher El W olseley if he'll only wait.And Queen Vic will think luck has betrayed

her.

So strike, shirtless sons of the shimmering
sand.

One more blow for your prophet (that's me,
understand).

Disembowel the insolent Infldel band!
Vivisect tho Infernal invader!

"Worth," savs a fashion item. "Is
making his wraps in such a way that
they give a slender effect to the figure."
This is well. They have long given a
lender effect to the pocket-boo- k.

Louisville Courier-Journa-l.

GLEANINGS.
O ei head and ears his cap of seal

He pulls as far as It will go
lie pulls it Rood and strong.

In days like these when things congeal.
Man wants but little ear below.

Nor wants that little long.
Machines for moistening postage

stamps aro being manufactured.
Natural gas in Pittsburg sells for 12

cents per 1,000 feet, possiblo explosions
thrown in.

Henry Irving says much of tho mor-
tality of this country is due to buck-
wheat cakes.

A pamphlet has been lately published
in London advocating the fining of peo-
ple who have more than three children.

Eggs packed in well-drie- d ashes and
so as not to touch each other, have been
kept perfectly sweet for twelve months.

Tho genius of tho American work-
man tends toward the rapiditj- - of man-
ipulation rather thau to laborious pains-
taking.

It has been proposed at Harvard Un-
iversity to advise w ith the students as to
rules of order. Possibly it would bo
better to advise with their parents.

It takes the new member of a Legis-
lature about two weeks to understand
that not ten members in the house know
him from the fourth assistant superin-
tendent of ventilation.T-rope- ta Lance

Another true sourco of the Mississip-
pi River has been discovered. Probably
the voyageur of tho future, who shall
set out in quest of tho North Pole.
may bo led there by tho Father of
Waters.

It is now suggested that the sewerage
which flows into the rivers, lakes or sea
does not represent just so much wasted
fertilizing material, but that it is more
profitably utilized as increasing the pro-
duction of fish.

The one-ma- n power, lodged in the
hands of an unscrupulous manipulator
like Gould, and controlling the great
systems of transportation, is a standing
menace to tho business interests of the
country. Kashville American.

Woman suffrage has become a politi-
cal issue in England and Scotland.
Women have already municipal suffrage
there and it is only a question of a very
short time till they will vote just as
men do. Ida A. Harper in Terre Haute
Mail.

"It is doubtful," says the Graphic,
"if there are fifty men in tho United
States who speak and write the English
tongue correctly." It is quite probable
that every one of these fifty or less is
leacmng a ioreign language in a uni-
versity.

There has never been a government
in any age of tho world till now, in
which organized incendiaries and as-
sassins were allowed to plan publicly
and declare with impunity schemes for
tho wholesale destruction of property
and life. Indianapolis News.

Colored men will do well to give heed
to the wise counsels of Fred Douglass.
U they want to be considered tho equals
of white men, they must make them-
selves such bj-- their own personal en-
deavors, and not depend upon legisla-
tive acts. St. Vaul Pioneer-Pres- s.

The average abuses and the average
injustice, through tho usual prevalence
of might over right, and tho impunity
of the governing element as compared
vv ith the governed, run pretty much in
the same proportion in the east as they
do in the west. Hotart Pasha's paper
on lurkey.

The Almighty has dono much for us,
giving us a prolific soil, rich minerals, a
temperate climate, and every advantage
at our very doors except population to
develop our resources, and monej- - to
enable it to do so. These two essentials
ive need and we need them badlj-- .

.uooue Jiegisier.
The Chinese are theimporteafeof much

evil, and are the initial promoters of
one of the most vicious habits ever in-

stituted. But the Chinese question will
never be settled in tho United States as
long as this couutry receives with ap-
parent welcome all the pauper refuse of
other nations. Minneapolis Tribune

A prominent theatrical manager of
London holds that no person, save a
surpassing genius or a low comedian,
has a right in the dramatic profession
unless possessed of physical beauty. It
ought not to have required a Tery pro-
tracted mental effort to arrive at this
sapient conclusion. It will bo gener-
ally admitted that a person who cannot
act should at least be good to look upon.

A new grammar has just been pub- -
nsnea in England which has some new
features, among them a Sound Alpha-
bet. The author gives the following
example of its use, which will be of in-

terest to tho students of phonetics in
this country:
Sweto AuburnI luvliest vilaje ov dhe plane;
Whare helth and plenti cherde dhe laboring- -

swano:
Whare smiling spring IU erliest visit pade.
And parting sumerz lingering bloomz delade:
Dero luvll bancs of lnosens and eze.
Sets ov ml yoothe, whenever! sport coodplew.
Hou ofen hav I loitered ore thl grene
whare humbil hapines Inderde echo senel

The Brooklyn Eagle reports a theat-
rical manager as sajing: "I don't know
whether you know it or not, but nearly
every prominent star, and many of tho
m5st successful theatres, are not run by
the men whose names are printed as
managers, half so much as by some
quiet individual who holds the position
of the power behind the throne, and
who is not generally known to the pub--

with nearly all commercial and politi-
cal enterprises. The world docs not
know the men who aro really moving it.

A Washington dispatch says: "A new
wrinkle in telephones has been discov
ered and is endorsed by Professor Bell,
by which messages transmitted by tele--
pnono are taken down automatically
upon paper in the samo way that the
telegraph prints the Morse alphabet
upon paper. This telephone im-
provement is being kept a close secret,
only two or three having been given
any knowledge of it, while Professor
Bell is working to perfect it in order to
obtain a patcut upon it. Thoso who
have a knowledge of what it is expected
to do declare that it is tho greatest de-
velopment of tho telephono since it was
originally patented."

A letter from Hartford City, Ind.,
saj-s- : "Viola McDermot, one of the per-
sons who has told the most vivid stories
of her trance journeys in the revival
here, said to me: 'I know as well as
anything when tho trance is coming on,
for I have been iu one four times. Tho
darkness begins at the edges of the
room and comes toward mo from all
sides, growing closer and closer. I get
icy and stiff, and then my sight is gone.
I can't talk. I am in both worlds; in
this, because I can hear everything that
is said around, and in the other, because
there are habitations, as you call them,
which rise up on each side, glorious and
magnificent. The light is not white,
but radiant and bright. I go thero in
twowajs, one, with nothing on

and all is happiuess; the other,
when I have a sinner to save and am
appealing for him. That is hard work,
and I suffer. My coming back is just
the same as my going. I am always
very tired afterward. "

Everybody is now asking 'What's a

ZlZtnUT niv L tin nnt. iicruttt says:
Mahdi, or Mahadi, as D'Herbelot spells
it, is an ancient title in the Moslem
world, which at first simply signified di-

rector of the faithful. But in tho course
of Moslem history, and especially Mos-

lem history in Africa, it came to have
another signification related to an ac-

cepted prophecy of Mohammed. It
necessanlj-- refers to the African part of
Arabic history. By-- this secondary sig-

nificance of tho word, the Mahdi is a
second ancient leader come again. His
appearance is tho "second advent" of
a prophet who lived in the old dajs,
nud who iu all the meantime has been
with the immortals. Mohammed, tho
twelfth Imam, and tho twelfth in de-

scent from All, is the real original. He
is tho Mahadi who comes again everj-no-

aud then. He was hidden from the
world at an earlj- - age aud communed
only with his disciples through his life-

time, and finally did not die but "went
up" with tho fixed intention of return-
ing to icvive the glories of Moslem,

m
Ericsson' "Destroyer."

John Ericsson, who invented the
Ericsson engine and the monitors, has
completed a new war vessel which ho
calls "The Destroyer." It is intended
for harbor protection only, and he has
offered it to the United States Govern
ment for its actual cost to himself, which
was 150,000. He asks 100,000 more
for the patents covering the principles
on which it is constructed. "The De-
stroyer" Is the mos.t formidable defensive
machine ever constructed for war pur-
poses, and but two or three of these
cheap affairs would defend the best
harbor in the world against a hostile
fleet of the most powerful iron-clad- s.

"The Destroyer" is intended to oper
ate entirely under water, and presents
no surface as a target to tho attacking
vessels. It is moved by engines of great
energy, and has a gun at the bow carry-
ing an explosive projectile weighing
1,450 pounds. When the gun is fired
tho port hole is opened and closed by
outer and inner valves, to prev ent tho
inflow of sea water. This submarine
battery ranges up to within 300 feet of
the ship it is to attack, and the volcanic
force with which the projectile is dis-
charged will lodge it inside the thickest
plates of an iron-cla- d, where it explodes
with terrible force, as it is loaded with
gun cotton instead of powder.

The money which a first-cla- ss steel
cruiser would cost would build enough
of these sub-mari- monsters to defend
the harbor of New York against any
naval force in the world. There is no
measuro which can be placed on the
debt which this country owes to the in-

ventive genius of John Ericsson. Chi-
cago Journal.

She Enjoyed Cold Weather.

The recent spell of weather calls at-
tention to a recent article in Littell's
Living Age called "A Lady's Life in
Manitoba." The writer savs she bought
frozen milk by the pound all winter;
mustard froze in themustard-pot- , which
stood a foot from the kitchen stovepipe
and two feet above the stove, where
thero was a blazing fire all day. The
kitten's ears froze, and broke off; so did
the ears of a neighbor's pony-- . A pail
of water left in the kitchen all night
would freeze solid before morning.
When she had been ironing the top of a
pocket handkerchief the loner part
would freeze on the table. Tho ther-
mometer went to 58 degrees below zero.
This is commented on at considerable
length, and then comes this remark:
"But I saj-- deliberately that I would
rather pass three w inters on tho prairie
in Manitoba than one summer." Worse
than all tho freezing, the cold, the con-
finement, and the wholo category of
winter, is the mosquito, she say s. Mart-for- d

Courant.

Pitiful Bare Arms at Balls.

Young girls who are pitifully thin
bare their bones to the cold scrutiny of
a crowd, and show miserable little pipe-ste- m

arms and acute-pointe- d elbows to
the derision of the multitude, and no
human person in their family seems to
interfere, and even grandmothers make
the same show of themselves. It is us-
ually supposed that a marble-whit- o
neck and arms were the desirable thin"
and that powder, washes, and enamel
were laid on to attain the desired fair-
ness. This season, in addition to the
unfortunates who have red and purple-shott- ed

arms naturally, a number of
girls have taken to rouging their arms.
What madness or crazy fancy brings
about this fashion no sane person can
tell, but there aro at every ball arms
daubed with rouge from the elbffws up-
ward and streaks of paint put on so
thick as to leave a mark on any one's
flove or dress that chance to rub them.

for the follies of tho age.
Wash. Cor. St. Louis

The Gordon Type of Heroism.

Gordon's English heart o English
faith did not narrow or confine nim.
His manhood was of the universal type.
Place him in China, in Abyssinia, in the
Soudan, or among English roughs, this
sligh, delicate, and almost effeminate-Iookin- g

man became a king in whom
men trusted. He is the most striking
example of the universalistn of the hero
character in the whole range of bio-
graphy. He had some force in him that
was intelligible to everything that had
in it the passions and perceptions of a
man. The world will w ait long for an-
other such career, and longer jet, per--
naps, lor anotner such example of sim-
plicity in character and in action. En-
gland has had heroes who loved duty
better than life, but never one before
who, while he loved life little and never
cared for it at all as an end, crowded
its days and night, in unpitving rigor,
w ith the service which makes it most
worth Hying.

m

Faillnc to Hit at Three Paces.
In the Baltic provinces a system of

dueling prevails which at first sight ap-
pears even simply murderous. The ad-
versaries are placed only three paces
apart; the pistols are held with the
muzzle pointing upward, and are
brought down and discharged at a
given signal. It may appear almost
impossible for two men to miss each
other at so short a distance; but this is
not the case. Each of the opponents is
so desperately anxious to gain tho least
fraction of a second on his adversary
that, on tho signal being given, tho
weapons are often brought down with
so hurried and violent a jerk that tho
bullets bury themselves in the ground.
At a duel fought last year at Riga be-t-w

een an officer and a student in this
fashion, three shots were exchanged
without any result, while at the fourth
discharge the student had the great too
of his right foot cut clean off" by his op-
ponent's bullet.

"A Greeley lady has in her possess-
ion a ring which was taken from the
finger of a Chcjenne Indian who was
killed at Fort Robinson. The name of
Alice Cheney' is engrav ed in tho ring,

and she is anxious to find the owner or
friends of the former owner of the
rins." Greeley Col.) Tribune.
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Mcl'lellan h an Organizer.

Gen. McCleilau was indefatigable t
reorg iniing the army rouRd at Bull
Run, writes Ben: Perley Poore to the
Boston Iludgct, and he used every day
to ride or walk throughthe camps about
Washington in citizen's dress, lookinf
out for abuses to be remedied. On
day as he was strolling through the rear
of a regnnental encampment, he saw a
pail of some dark-lookin- g niixturt)
standing by a fire, and asked what it
was. "It's coffee," said the soldier
who was officiating ascook. "Tome,"
replied McClellan, "it looks more lika
slops." "Oh," said the soldier, "it is
not fit to drink, but we have to put up
with it. and our other food U not a bit
better." "Well, whose fault is it?" ha
asked. "Oh, our quarterraasteris drunk
most of the time, and when ho is not
ho is studying how to cheat." McClel-
lan passed on, and seeing more evidenca
of the dirty aud slovenly manner in
which the quartermaster conducted tha
operations in his tent, he accosted him
with the remark that the men wera
complaining of bad treatment from
him. The quartermaster flew into a

n, and swore it was none of his
business, and he had better not coma
sneaking arouud trying to make mis-

chief. McClellan answered him, telling
him he had better be cautious how he
talked. Quartermaster replied: "Who
are jou, that you assume so much ap--p

irent authority?" "I am George B.
McClellan, and u can pack up your
traps and leave." The quartermaster
was struck dumb, and McClellan turned
and left him. That evening the quar-
termaster left, to tho tune of the
"Rogue's March," played by some of
the boys who had got wind of it.

Gen. McClellan made a laudable en-

deavor to secure Sunday as a day of
rest for the vast body of troops en
camped around the federal metropolis.
The chaplains w ere accorded the sover-eign- ty

of the day after the usual Sun-da- j-

morning inspection, and the men
were not given any leave of absence, so
that but few of them were to be seen on
the streets of Washington. Those
streets were as quiet as those of a north-
ern village. There were no horse rail-
roads, and the rickety omnibuses did
not run. A few scattered army-wago-

loitered through tho streets, bearing
their loads of bread and provisions to
some suburban camp. A few private
carriages bore their owners to church
or to take the air. Now and then a
coach was seen, driven slowly by a tall
paragon of propriety in white gloves
and ruffled shirt, with an ebony hat and
complexion, while within were seated,
in softlj'-cushion- luxury, Mr. and
Mrs. Monejbags, wearing no expres-
sion save one of mild resignation to the
plumes of fortune. No newsboys smote
with their shrill, discordant cries the
stillness of the summer air. No jang-
ling bells from rattling wagons an-
nounced to all the neighborhood the
sudden arrival of somebody's morning
milk. No street-car- s bowled merrily
by, their cushioned seats filled with
happy, social faces, which would hare
made even aristocratic Mr. Moneybags,
in his solitary coach, turn pale with
envy. Save the light footfall of pedes-
trians and the creaking noise of

pumps, as their long iron han-
dles were plied incessantly oy those in
que-- t of water, no noise was heard in
all the streets of Washington.

The Treadmill Cold Bath Fields.

But now we come to the strangest of
all the sights in this great prison the
gallery where the great treadwheel con-
tinually revolves w ith a dull, resound-
ing clank. It is a fine, v

hall, lighted from above, and on either
side are rows of grav'-coate- d prisoners,
the strangest collection of human

as. clinging to a wooden
bar above them, they skip from step to
step of the slow Ir turning wheal, and
are never an jnch the further advanced
for all their skipping. A sad, terrible
sight of human degradation as painful
to witness, perhaps, as to endure with
a ludicrous touch about it, too, that
seems to add to the degradation. Not
all the prisoners are at work, however,
a third of them are resting for each
man's daily task is div ided into quar-
ter hours, of which ten minutes are
spent on the wheel and five minutes sit-
ting down. A pri-on- er with a can goes
round and supplies those who are rest-
ing with water. And this is the real
hard labor of the prison an ordeal
that all must go through who are thus
sentenced. A month on tho tread-whe- el

is the preliminary- - for all who are
not pronounced unlit by the prison sur-
geon. As a punishment it falls most
heavily upon the least criminal; the
regular prison bird i accustomed to the
work, his muscles have accommodated
themselves to his peculiar conditions of
life. But to the prisoner who has not
been previously convicted the first week
or two are of positive torture, every
muscle and sinew beinir racked and
strained by the unaccustomed labor.
Silence, of" course, is ini crative. The
lightest accent brings puuishiuent, and
yet the prisoners contrive to talk upon
tho wheel. With faces to the revolving
wheel, and without turning in either
direction, a w hisper is breathed in the '

air and meets a receptive ear. Occa-
sionally the receptive ear is that of a
warder, who, having a little leisure
time, devotes it to the chase of small
offenses a cruel sport, perhaps, but
then, the relations between prisoner
and warders are not marked by confi-
dence and affection. But" it is" rather
startling, as we pass by-- the ranks of
prisoners toiling up their never-endin- g

pairs of stairs, to hear, softly murmur-
ed, a distant personal allusion to the
group of visitors passing through the
ward. It is. impossible to say whence
the voice proceeds, and the warders
shako their heads and look sterner than
ever; but the incident has its cheering
side as showing that all human spirit is
not crushed out by the flanges of that
hideous wheel. Turning from the
wheel room, we see the result of this
economic application of human force
in the shape of mill w heels and stones
and powdery streams of flour. All (As
Year Sound.

A youna: lady at Forest City, Sierra
County, Cal., while fast asleep, got out
of bed, partly dressed, picked up a lan-
tern and started for her home at Minne-
sota, in the same county. She passed
some terribly bad aud steep ro3ds, and
finally arrived at Kanaka Creek, two
and a half miles from herstartingpoint,
in safety, but just before stepping upon
the fo.t bridjre to cross it she stnmhbvt
am' the jar woke her up. She compre-
hended the situation very quickly, andproceeded on to Minnesota, reaching
home some time before daylight. For
some davs previous to the above event
the girl had been suffering from homo
sickness.

m i s
Supposing a prajer on a formal oc-

casion is read from a printed slip and s
typographical error completely ruins
the proper sense, will Providence re-
ceive the petition as read or as origin-
ally written? The students in vLt--
em theological seminary argued forhonrs about this, and tho final vote WM

tie.


